178 unto you." Ask, mind you. Not demand, not beg, not
'wheedle or cajole. Very simple, I thought to myself.
Almost too simple. And yet what better way is there?

Now that my departure had become a certainty Katsim-
balis was desperately attempting to organize a few last-
minute excursions. It was impossible, with the limited
time at my disposal, to even think of visiting Mt. Athos
or Lesbos, of even Mykonos or Santorini. Delphi yes,
perhaps even Delos. Towards lunch time every day Kat-
simbalis was at the hotel waiting for me. Lunch lasted
usually, until five or six in the afternoon after which we
would repair to a little wine cellar where we would have
a few aperitifs in order to whip up an appetite for dinner.
Katsimbalis was now in greater form than ever, though
still complaining of arthritis, migraine, bad liver, loss of
memory and so dn. Wherever we went we were sure to
be joined by some of his numerous friends. In this am-
biance the discussion developed to fantastic proportions;
the newcomer was fitted into the architectural pattern of
his talk with1 the ease and dexterity of a mediaeval joiner *
or mason. We made sea voyages and inland voyages j we
traveled down the Nile, crawled through the pyramids
on our bellies, rested awhile in Constantinople, made the
rounds of the cafes in Smyrna, gambled at the casino in
Loutraki and again at Monte Carloj we lived through the
first and second Balkan wars, got back to Paris in time for
the armistice, sat up nights with the modes at Mt Athos,
went bade stage at the Folies Bergere, strolled through
the bazaars of Fez, went crazy with boredom in Salonika,
stopped off at Toulouse and Carcassonne, explored the
Orinoco, floated down the Mississippi, crossed the Gobi
desert, joined the Royal Opera at Sofia,* got typhus in
Tiflis, put on a weight-lifting act at the Medrano, got